Presently she saw the keep, and the sun painted the rubble
gold, and charged the white sky with blue. The shadow
of the house gathered itself together, and fell over the
garden. A cat looked up at her window and mewed. Lastly
the river appeared, still holding the mists between its banks
and its overhanging alders, and only visible as far as a hill,
which cut off its upper reaches.
Margaret was fascinated by Oniton. She had said that
she loved it, but it was rather its romantic tension that held
her. The rounded Druids of whom she had caught glimpses
in her drive, the rivers hurrying down from them to
England, the carelessly modelled masses of the lower hills,
thrilled her with poetry. The house was insignificant, but
the prospect from it would be an eternal joy, and she
thought of all the friends she would have to stop in it, and
of the conversion of Henry himself to a rural life. Society,
too, promised favourably. The rector of the parish had
dined with them last night, and she found that he was a
friend of her father's, and so knew what to find in her.
She liked him. He would intr9duce her to the town. While,
on her other side, Sir James Bidder sat, repeating that she
only had to give the word, and he would whip up the
county families for twenty miles round. Whether Sir James,
who was Garden Seeds, had promised what he could per-
form, she doubted, but, so long as Henry mistook them for
the county families when they did call, she was content.
Charles and Albert Fussell now crossed the lawn. They
were going for a morning dip, and a servant followed them
with their bathing-dresses. She had meant to take a stroll
herself before breakfast, but she saw that the day was still
sacred to men, and amused herself by watching their con-
tretemps. In the first place the key of the bathing-shed
could not be found. Charles stood by the riverside with
folded hands, tragical, while the servant shouted, and was
misunderstood by another servant in the garden. Then
came a difficulty about a spring-board, and soon three
people were running backwards and forwards over the
meadow, with orders and counter orders and recrimina-
tions and apologies. If Margaret wanted to jump from a
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